54     SONG FOR  THE  CENTENARY OF
Shine soft on Buonarroti's, till he took,
Albeit himself God, a more godlike grace, A strength more heavenly to confront and brook
All ill things coiled about his worldly race, From the bright scripture of that present book Wherein his tired grand eyes got power to trace Comfort more sweet than youth, And hope whose child was truth, And love that brought forth sorrow for a space, Only that she might bear Joy : these things, written there, Made even his soul's high heaven a heavenlier place,
Perused with eyes whose glory and glow Had in their fires the spirit of Michael Angelo.